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his room like a somnambulist. From time to time he stopped
to tell Baron Wrangel that his life had been wasted and
that he longed only for death; then he resumed his gloomy
pacing. Wrangel tried to comfort him, paid the Isaevs' debts,
and arranged their departure. Wrangel and Dostoevsky
were to escort the travelers for a stretch in their conveyance.
The Isaevs, who did not have enough money to hire a decent
carriage, had hired an open cart.
On the appointed day, Wrangel invited the schoolmaster
and his wife to drink champagne with him for a farewell
celebration and took this opportunity to make the unfortu-
nate Isaev completely drunk. Then he invited the husband
to share his cab while Feodor Mikhailovich sat on the cart
between Maria Dmitrievna and Pasha. This arrangement
was satisfactory to everyone concerned.
The two vehicles traveled slowly. Isaev fell asleep on
Wrangel's shoulder, and Feodor Mikhailovich and Maria
Dmitrievna talked together in a low voice. A limpid, fragrant
May night descended lightly on the tops of the pine trees,
and a new moon illumined the road. The serene beauty of the
landscape increased the sadness of the lovers. Finally the
cortege stopped, the hour of separation was upon them.
The drunkard was snoring in a corner. Little Pavel mur-
mured in his sleep. Maria Dmitrievna and Dostoevsky fell
into each other's arms. They wept, made the sign of the
cross on each other, swore never to forget and to write to
each other. . . . Baron Wrangel dragged the husband from
the cab to the cart. Maria Dmitrievna and Pasha installed
themselves beside the drunkard who remained asleep. The
driver lashed his horses, and the cart left in a cloud of dust.
It was over, but Dostoevsky stood motionless in the middle
of the road with bent head while tears rolled down his gray